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Wn Ont Twenty years' prac-
tical experience iu re-

moving wrinkles, fill-

ing'Faces out hollow cheeks,
refoiinmg noses, ears

XLeinVeiiateCl and mouths. These
opeiations described

and illustrated in a 350 page book on
Dermatology, sent seated to any address
for 10c, with a sample size cake of
wooDBirars facial soap for the
skin, scalp and complexion. Invented
by a Dermatologist. Sold by druggists
or sent by maih cakes for $1.00. If
vou have a skin blemish or disease or de-

formity of any kind, call or write in con-

fidence. John H Woodbury, Dermato-
logist, 125;West 421 St., N. Y. City. Con-

sultation free to all.

SELFISHNESS OF MOURNING.

rffbe Hypocrisy of Parading One's Grief in
Public.

The infliction of gloomy apparel on
the public whom wo do not know, and
nvho do nottknow us is a violation of
the gplden rule. Fashions in mourning
stationery, mourning head-gea- r, in
mourning livery what a hollow sound
they have! Does "mourning" help to
Veep alive the memory of the dead?
Possibly, to some; but who of the dead
would ca.ro for memory thus perpetu-
ated associated with somber imagery?
And must it "be "written that "mourning
'becomes" .some people, and that it has
"been worn beyond even the fashionable
Tieriod for thafreason? What sense of
prief, or the sacredness of sorrow, or
the solemnity of death is conveyed
when a rosy-chcek- person enveloped
in crape comes into a street car laugh-
ing and chattering with a companion?
Is it not travesty? One cannot hope
that the agedacoustomed to the usage,
will abandon.it at once; if it euses their
ffrief to so dif.play it, who would forbid
them, who have lost so many of their
life frienfls? In the very old there is,
if Anywhere, an approach to appropri-
ateness in 4.he wearing of at least
partial black. But the discarding
of excessive mourning display may
well lie .ben,bythay,oun$j- and middlc-agd.- ''

EsperiaHyjittas not have chil-
dren spirits Qf?fi'opc and". joy,

of, death. "Why
cloud their 'lives' more xtlfan nature
clondpthem? In all but the -- very aged
it sec.jja6,as Jf Rome appropriate

thewearing of graj-- s

and'bw)wns, etoj rather than any gay
colors, .'vere as far fiswe could .safely
go withoutrtnflictingvour,grief on others.
Andlif 'wo are any more tempted to for-
get our.grief or join in the dance, can
we not safelyjJeave thcsJ things to the
heart? What conduct is above re-
proach that does not emanate there-

ofrem? Away with 'hypocrisy "in grief,
as in anything-else- ! If our friends
raily around us sooner and beguile us
more qiiiclfly from the temporary,
jiatural shock of 'death, from a. lonely
vigil with death.-to- , which we havo
.bmmd ourselves, will it not be better?
The lesson of death Iibs been often'preached to .be ;also ready. And to
that end let'theorrpw-strioke- n work
yet more diligently wliHeit is day.
Thcrc'is no triftr balm forgrief than

or otlirs. A relic
of barbarisin, perpetuating Ithe spirit of
the days when tlte mourner shaved his
scalp,toritprd his flesh, put as.hes on his
liead, starvedjuade nigh hideous with
wailing and beaming of drums let us,
jrently rtirost ourselves of this custom
of wearing entinvblack-fo- r the dead,
and see if d will not'be brighter
in spirit as weltas brighter to the eye.

Lippincott'b.

SPRING TRIALS.

.The Perennial awl Pestiferous Tramp
Acnin.

They were hqjueIeaning, and the
carpets weroou'theuine yard, when a
genteel, wcllrdressedi
jtramp came along anVl invited himself
to eat.

"If I give youomeidinner, will you
shake those carpets?" asked the lord of
the manor, who'had stayed home from
jiis business tomoVo the furniture
cround.

"I will indeed, sir,", responded the
.tramp, r in "English. IIt spoke Latin
jan'd Greek man equally fluent manner.
Sic wasjyiven an excellent dinner from
the top of a flcur barrel, which he at
standing not the barrel, but the din-
ner. When ho had finished off with a

ail of clear, refreshing hydrant water,
folded his tent like the Arab and

Kilontiy stole away. The master of the
house stole after him.

"Seo here, my friend, you said you
would shuke those caipcts." -

"I did, sir "
"Did what?" "".

"Shake them."
"Why, you never touched them! flow

dare you '
"Soft, me good sir. Methinks you

are not familiar with the language you
ppcak. If you 'shake' a man, it means
that you give him the go-b- The sj me
with carpets unflerctandcz vouz?"

He dodged a billet of wood and disap-
peared into the unknown, while his
kind entertainer went back fo hunt in
She debris for the dictionar .Detroit
iVcc Preis.

In Fayliiou.
Laeo capes, fasKioned much like the

window models, with velvet or jotted
vnkrs.. 3H...... ..nllnrc l.r, ,.i.. !...;VV..H.-- .....V ...,V4 ll.VAl. .Ill"
Jiearancc. like mnny other of the 'j.

fashions, long before they are re-
quired. ThehC capes are very hand-
some, indeed, especially thoe which
fcre only garnitured with expensive cut-S- et

ornaments and fringes. Some eobt-- y

French capes have yokes and collars
of gold and jet net, dotted with
tabochon., and a few models are lined
throughout with rows of jetted galoon
In stripes fallinc over the cape from
Iho yoke. As effective as fahionable
is the waist of tarlan silk tb:it. tnnfw
Well with .the drc bkirt. The tartan
is cut on the cross. In the front

and in the back the folds reach
from shoulder to belt. The full

is cut on the bias. Chicago
Mail.

Personal Daintiness.
It seems almost a liberty to talk of

personal daintiness, but ..o many w omen
seem to think it take such a lot of time
to keep groomed, that 1 want to
reiterate the contrary fact as often as I
get a chance. Take one's nails, for in- -
tance: five minutes a day will keep

tnem m perxect order .Never cut the
bkin around the edges. Puh it back
with a damp towel every time yon wash
your hands. File the naSU even other
morning, and remember that, every-
thing to the contrary notwithstanding,
there is no polisher good as the
Mount of Venus, at the ba-- e of your
thumb. The bei-- t manicures always
aivij the final J?JLsa with thisj.

,"tsjJ. t. -
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BEAD YET ALIVE.

The True and Pitiful Story of a
San Francisco Leper.

The morning was bright and bracing,
the air stimulating as a glass of cham-
pagne. 1 was walking down the street
to business with my mind in a whirl of
happy thoughts. As I turned into San
Francisco's leading thoroughfare and
joined its surging tide of life, rushing
onward at full speod, I scanned each
passing-- face in search of one whichbore
the happiness reflected upon mine.

Humanity in CTery guise was hurry-
ing to their various occupations. Some
were sad, others gay. Many were fol-

lowed by the grim phantom, care. Few
looked'genuinely happy. Though borne
alongyupon the human wave, I was
apartfrom it in an ideal world of my
own. "With what cruel force it now
comes back to me. I havo lived it over,
ah! so many times and now again it
confronts me that glad day of my sorrow-

-steeped life. Again I am walking
down the street in a happy reverie;
again I see a sweet face, lit up by a
pair of great, tender, brown eyes,1.

Again I feel the clasp of a warm little
hand in mine the hand of my little
Jess oh, God! is there no mercy for
such a stricken wretch? Slow, hot
tears-wel- l into my oyes, while memory
with hitter insistence holds up to my
vision;the mirror of the past. Of what
was1! thinking? I was thinking of my
little love and the promise she made mc
take the previous night. The thought
sent the blootK looping through my
veins. My pace quickened. "To lire!
to live always!" I mentally cried. With
bo keen a sense of strength and exhil-
aration, what is there in life to equal
the gracious gifts of love and
youth? I then fell to wondering if all
the of my existence would
be as that day, as my happy yesterdays.
I tried to banish the nervous forebod-
ing which crept in and poisoned my
reflections. Why allow anything to
trouble me? Did I not have all that a
young man ought to possess with which
to begin ,life robust health, a lucra-
tive position in a great firm with a fair
prospect of advancement," the respect of
my employers, ,and-..la- and best of all,
my "bonny Jess? 'But ;ni,y arm (is there
not always .th!s.. "mit"-'6- r "if" to mar
thegfeate5t pleasures, of .life?) thi

i arm-o- f . minethur'dead-membe- r of my
anatomy is my jreatost'source of un
easiness.. ''"Before father tost his fortuno

hevtooknmp-throqgb!Europ- in search
of medieal'aitl. I.was "treated by sev-

eral physician's, but" baffled
them, sncHEather was finally obliged to
return to America with me uncured.
Kowsstvange that I should have lost
theMise'of" my arm from tho moment
thatT fell from-tha- t tree in the garden
of cur-hom- e in Honolulu. I was only a
child-a- t the time. Since then years
have come and .gone, yet it'still hangs
helplessly by. my side. Well, to humor
my 'little fiancee, I will consult a

J
. AJK that .day.-- I worked with- - a vim
until the time of closing, and when
evening came I went,to see my.dfarling
Jess. As I entered she laid her dainty
head, -- with its short crop of sunny
bronze hair, againBt my breast and a
little hippy "ilgh of content broke-fro-

her." --Ever, and again her soft eloquent
eyes gazed tenderly into mine, then a
caress, a whisper of endearment: and;
that was alh for wo had no needr:qfi
words. AtparMng she followed mo to;
the dooiwura, raising my helpless arm
laid it compassionately about her neck.
Her luminous eyes shone into mine with
a look of appeal, which I understood.

"I promise, little one, I promise," T

murmured passionately, and with a lin-

gering caress we parted. ?
Was there of all God's creatures one

as blessed as I? And now what am I?
DeadI and yet alive within sight and
sound of the world, longing for its joys
and pursuits, butifettered by the most
hideous fate of which the human mind
can conceive. .

I kept my promise to little Jess, and
the followi8gmprning repaired to the
nearest hospital to consult its medical

f

advisers. The head physician made a;
careful examination and, after the,j
usual-formula- , brought in two of his'
fellow practitioners and I was ajgain.
examined. iThey then retired to an ad-

joining room for consultation. Soon
after they reentered. But why did they
regard me with suoh grave looks of
compassion? What could it mean? I
was perplexed vaguely uneasy.

Dr. Korris broke in upon my conjec-- i
tures and in serious tones said:.
"Young man, I fear our diagnosis of
your case will be a terrible shock to
3'ou. flAre you man enough to meet it
bravefy? Have you strength to face
what may be a crushing blow?"

"I trust I have, sir," I replied, with a
sudden contraction of the heart.

"It is my painful duty," he said, "to
inform you that there can be no euro
for your disease; you are afflicted with
leprosy."

"Leprosy!" I gasped in a tone of in-
credulous horror. "Leprosy! leprosj"!"
I repeated.

For the moment my brain refused to
grasp the revolting significance of that
word. I gazed blankly at the solemn
faces of my doomsmen. I peemed to
have lost all power of motion. My
body was, like a heavy dead weight iny
eyeballs seared witntlic hot tears which
could not fall and in fiery letters be- -

,.
luiu uiy ret-hij- viiuu was viie awiui
word "leprosy."

T regret exceedingly," resum d the
doctor, "that I am forced to send you to
the leper ward at the pest house.'

At last! my num bed sensibilities wero
roused. "Doctor!" I cried in a voice
which shook with emotion. "Are you
so lost to all sense of ju&tice or mercy
as to consign mc to a living death?
What do you lenow of leprosy? Have
you ever treated it? What right have
you to cast me among lepers? Before

ing communed to that abhorred place.
my case should be looked into by the
entire medical fraternit3 You may err
in your judgment. What then? Must
I be thrust in there to court the loatli-Eom-e

infection? The meanest of God's
creatures ought to be treated with more
humanity. You might as well plunge
my body and soul into the abysses of
hell it could not cause me greater
agony.'

I paused, panting for breath. The
muscles of mv neck stoodout like whin- -
coras the sweat of agony oozed from
my shivering body, and the doctor in
a cold, hard oice replied: "We were
prepared for this; we expected it would
be a terrible blow to you. butthatcould
not alter our course The health laws
are extremely rigorous :n regnnl to
leprosy, and it is therefore our pimfni
duty to send you at once to the leper
ward.'

"I am cot a icper." I emphatically

"declared; "had I been a leper it wouia
have been discovered when I was a res-
ident of Honolulu."

"Our decision is unalterable," an-

swered the head physician. "We would
spare you this pain if we could, "but it
is impossible."

"Mercy is always possible. For the
love of God, give me a day's grace, a
day's respite." My voice broke in a
great sob, and as I noticed the set

their faces hope van-
ished and I sank into a chair spent with
exhaustion. They left me without a
word, and then the thought came of my
little sweetheart, to torture me afresh.
What would become of her? Better
that she should believe me faithless. a
scoundrel. Better anything than tho
truth. I determined to send her a mes-

sage stating that I had been called
away on business, and then to change
my name, tfiat she might never dis-

cover that the man she loved and would
have married was that thing accursed

j of God and man, a leper! I could never
see her swoet face again, nor ever hear
her low, tender voice. She might come
to me only in dreams. My little Jess!
my lost love! only a short time ago
since you were mine, and even now you
would shrink with horror from such a
thing as I. Yesterday a happy man,
and y a leper. Yesterday! golden,
mocking yesterday! Must its remem-
brance follow me through all the days
and months and years of my dead youth?

My bitter reflections were broken; my
hearse was at the-doo- r. Was it not a
hearse, this wagon which w-a-s to bear
me to a living tomb to cut me adrift
from the endearing ties of life? Death
was more merciful than this. The dead
rode in their carriages respectfully un-

conscious but I rodo on with overy
nerve quivering with anguish. The
wheels rattling upon the stone pave-
ment sang in my ears: "Going to the
grave to the grave forever." In the
street children mocked mo with their
merry voices; the sun flung upon tha
blue dome above its royal banner of
light; birds sang jubilantly; .happy
faces passed me, and flowers bloomed
on every side. The air was redolent
with perfume. It was spring in Cali-

fornia, and all nature was glad; but I
I could not partake of it. I tvas young,
and I was old. Grief touched my mind
with age, while youth imperiously

control over my body. We
reached: the outskirts of the city at
last ' T&e'hillsidcs verc- - covered- - with
blossoms. Perhaps if 'I were to touch
them they might wither in my hand.
But no, they were of Heaven, and
would not shrivel een in the hand of a
leper.

I was jehut in my tomb among tha
lepers. The "world and its joys were
left behind. THe pitiable wretches
sharers of my miserable lot seemed as
if they were "bound in a-- heavy lethargy.
Upon their faces was an expression of
mute resignation. They sat listlessly
about in an apparently uninterested
manner. T?pon-v&nteri- my new abode

.Bhrankfrom.them-wi'- an irrepressi-
ble shudder.' jBufthey lkl not appear
to notice it, though I am sure mycoun-tenjinc- e

must have betrayed the hot
Would lever

be like that loathsome object who sat
huddled in a gloomy corner of tho
room? Oh, God' forbid! Send death in
any form but that to sit and wait for
the inevitable approach of docay, to
know as, the leaolen-fcote- d years drag
by, one must reach the stage where the
flesh gradually drops from the bones
and nothing remains but a living mass
of putrefaction. Horrible! Horrible!
I rushed wildly into the open air; I tore
open my shist; my brain and heart felt
as if they would burst with the atjony
which consumed me. My case attract-
ed the attention of the journals and
they, with my employers, demanded an
investigation. So it was finally de-

cided by the board of health that I
should be brought before them for a
thorough examination. Were it
that I was not a leper, I might return to
the world and the love of little Jess. If,
on the contrary, I must be sent back
here but I dared not think of that.

The day dawned at last that was to
decide my fate, and I was takon beforo
a formidable array of physicians and
stripped. They " regarded my fine
breadth of chest and strong limbs with
looks of astonishment and admiration,
and critically inspected moas they would
the noble proportions of a blooded ani-
mal. I stood before them like a mur-
derer in the dock on his last day of
grace. In vain 1 tried to banish hopo.
It crept through my mind like a nar-
cotic and whispered me that I was not
that repulsive thing which all human-
ity shuns. It told me that I might
again go into tho world a free man
free! to marry the girl I loved free! to
have a home, and little children, and
the pleasant duties which filled tho
lives of other men. I tried to think of
the other side of the picture, but ah,
no! I had not the'strength to contem-
plate that. No vision of the inferno, or
the hideous pictures painted upon the
brain of a drunkard in the frenzy of de-

lirium could equal the thought of be-
coming a leper. I garcd entreatingly
into those somber countenances but
their faces were impenetrable masks
from which I could read nothing
nothing. During Dr. Buckley's exami-
nation he ran a pin into my hand and
arm:

"Do you feel any Fensation?" he
queried. ""None whatever," I replied
in a suneu voice, ana stepping asiae
with an ominous look he made way for
Dr. Jameson, of Honolulu, who went
through a rigid examination and then
announced to the board tiiat it was his
opinion that I was not a leper.

"Not a leper." Oh, thank: the good
Gcd! The exclamation involuntarily
broke from mc my heart be3t with
suffocating strokes as in a dream I saw
the face of winsome Jess; but I wai
rudely awakened by the hard vcica of
the head physician, announcing in
measured tones that the board had de--
cided that I was afflicted with leprosy.
Every word fell upon my heart like ice;
and through a great distance, wnich
sounded to my numbed senses muffled
es a voice from a sepulcher, 1 heard Dr.
Jameson pleading my cause. He stoutly
declared to the wise men who had con-

demned mc to a livinc death that I was
not a leper that he had spent the most
of his life among lepers, and having
treated the disease for many years was
familiar with every phase of the mal-
ady; that it would be almost impossible
from the mere knowledge o be gained
from books to wholly comprehend the
fearful scourge, and that one must have
the actual experience of constant
practice in order to detect it in its
earlier stages. He urged then to
further consider the matter before
thrusting me where I must soon con-

tract the loathsome diseases and closed

doom to a leper's ward a young mar.
who stood upon the threshold of a
bright career.

They listened with respectful atten-
tion to his remarks, but their convic-
tion was not to be shaken; the mighty
board had declared against me. I was
condemned, isolated. The fire of youth
was in my veins, but a heavy eclipse
would darken all my days. The phy-
sicians solemnly filed past. Some
shrank by with averted looks; some
gazed at me compassionately; another
quickly brushed a tear away, but I
seemed apart from it all, as though I
bacLsuddenly slipped out of life.

Tho doctor who pleaded my cause
came up to whero I stood, a statue of
despair, and mutely shook my hand.
"I did my best," was all he said, and
hastily passed on to hide the tears
which came' into his eyes. I made no
response; words struggled to my lips,
but were choked in my throat. All had
now left me. I wondered vaguely if I
should awaken from the trance which
chained me to the spot, and endeavored
to think calmly, connectedly, bufc rea-
son fell back appalled.
, Through the mist which encompassed
mc I saw a woman approaching with
an expression of pity upon her tender
countenance, an expression such as tho
woman who mourned at the feet of
Christ must havo worn. Suddenly, like
the mocking cry of a demon borne up-

on me by an imagination maddened by
suffering was the word leper leper!
It burnt upon my brain, it swam before
my eyes; the air was heavy with sighs
of tho unfortunate outcasts, and a voice
whispered close at my ear: "Do not
aUow that pure woman to touch you;
you are une'ean! Unclean! Accursed
of GodI"

She came to me, and through a rain
of tears drew my head down and rev-
erently kissed my brow. The haze
which enveloped my thoughts vanished,
tha frozen apathy which held me in a
vi6e was dispelled, and with a hoarse
cry of anguish I fell prone upon tho
floor. -

After a while some one roused me,
and 1 was taken back to that dread
abode, the leper ward. My doom was
sealed, my hopes laid low, but, unlike
my wretched companions, I could not
accept my fate with stoical indifference.
I chafed inwardly at the restraints im-

posed uponmc by law, and I dreaded
the confinement and the association of
lepers. How long woald it last? How
long would I'have strength, to face this
death: in life?

The hero of this narrative William
Horn, of Honolulu who for a time was
supposed to be unjustly detained in the
leper ward at the San Francisco pest-hous-

and whose case excited the sym-
pathy of the entire community, even-
tually prpved to be a leper. Young,
handsome, well connected, and upon-th-

dawn of a bright career, he was tho
most . rebellious subject that ever en-

tered the doors of that institution. In
sp'ite of the verdict of the board of
health he clung to the belief that ho
was free from tho taint of leprosy. The
malady, grew : slowly upon him and he
appeared' as sound as anyone, but after
the lapse of atfew, months pustules
broke out upon the arm which had so
long been insensible to feeling. ,

Carrie Chevalier, a young and comely
widow who had been sent" to the pest- -'

housa as aiiurso, was frequently thrown
in contact with young Horn and a
warm friendship sprang-.-u- between
them which ripened into love. She was
the one whose kiss had comforted him
WhenJforsaken.by all she read the story
of repressed anguish in those sad eyes,
and with, rare sympathy sought by
every device to divert his mind from-th- e

Bcourgo of which he was the victim.
He at first struggled to overcome this
growing and, as ho fancied, hopeless
attachment, but dayby day tho charm
of her championship, her sweet woman-
liness won upon him, cheering and sus-

taining liim as he had never hoped to
be sustained or comforted again. The
image of "little Jess," his first love,
who belonged' to that other part of his
existence dead. beyond recall gradu-
ally came to 'him only as a

Every throb of his heart
was for bs ministering angel, whom he
adored as a devotee miflht e of
some saint..- - ulhen'she beeamd aWaro
of this adoration she resolved to re-

nounce the world, for him. He remon-traii.d.wi-

her upon of
joining her fateWith thtft a leper, but
as her resolution was not to be shaken
theyidetermined to escape from the pent-
house.

In order to carry 'out this plan ho
wrote to his .father, a well-to-d- o mer-
chant of Honolulu, and as soon as he
secured the: necessary funds, with his
heroic nurse he escaped at night from
the hospital. They 'have never been
seen or heard from since Lee Bascom,
in Detroit Free Press.

HE GOT EVEN.

How a Car Driver Retnli.itcd on a Govern-
ment Dignitary

A Broadway car came bowling along
toward the post office one afternoon re-

cently when the slush and mud in the
streets was an inch or two deep. A well
known federal office holder stood on tha
downtown crossintr at Barclay street.
He had a woman with him.

As the car approached he put up his
hand authoritatively. The driver mo-

tioned that he would stop at the upper
crossing, as the rule prescribed. The
government otficial Mamped his foot
and pointed to the spot where he stood,
as much as to say:

"You will stop right here."
He got fooled. The car whizzed bv

and stopped on the corner where the )

driver said it would. The federal officer
waded through the mud, dragging the
woman after him, and entered the car.
The conductor gave the signal and the
yellow car went rolling on up town.

When he had gone a block or two the
driver' stopped his whistling, glanced
cautiously back into the car and then
said:

That man played medirt when I got
me nat'ralizashun papers five years ago.
lie made me wait for him fur tree
hours, and I never forgot his face.'

And then the driver resumed his
whistling", which he krpt up during the
entire trin. X. Y Herald.

A Valuable rrfrnd.
She Dr. Reaper tells me that he Is

not only your family physician, but 3
warm friend of vours- -

ne Oh, yes. indeed, and I can recom-
mend him very hhrhly.

- She Has ho ever treated you?
He Xb, not personally. But he was

rery sccce&ful with a wealthy runt of
mine. Life. "

.The design of company is. to bring- -

you to its own IcTal down or up. j
Kam s liora,

y v5j- "iia- 4av yw - rS. --3": &y&nr ":.

vTg&x
mjm Copyright.isea.'oy

the Author.!

BRIGHT sum-
mer day, a
pleasant, cool
room to lounge
in, and the one
person in the
world whom
he cared to
talk to, and
v e t Stenhcn

Langdon was a most unhappy man.
The demon of jealousy had taken

possession of him and held him fast.
It did not take much to put him in this
condition, poor fellow aU too con-

scious as he was of personal defects. In
his own mind he magnified his ugly
whimsical face and ungainly figure
into something quite repulsive, and
counted for nothing the pair of westful
blue eyes that rested just now so re-

sentfully upon Monica Leigh. That
young lady was pouring forth warm
praises of a new acquaintance, whose
travelers' tales seemed to have excited
her imagination a good deal.

"Only think!" she was saying, "ho
dug for gold in California at one time,
and evidently found lots, though he did
not say so: and then he became a cow-

boy, and had the wildest "adventures!
I wonder if he woi-- a red shirt and a
slouched hat, like the people with Buf-
falo Bill? I wish I had asked him. I
assure you itwasquite delightful to hear
him talk; so different from anything
one hears here. What is the matter,
Stephen? Is there no sugar in your
tea?"

"It is all right, thank you. Pray, is
Mr. Grant to be our moral and mental
food for the next week or so?"

"I think you are very unkind. You
always say I take sudden fancies to
people. You ought to be glad to see
me interested in anything. I am dull
enough as a rule!" This in a deeply in-

jured tone.
Monica always maintained that she

had done with the vanities of life, only
she forgot this very often when any
new interest or amusement came in her
way, and she usually took them up vio-

lently for a short time. In spite of this,
she impressed no one with a sense of
falseness, for she believed absolutely
all she said of herself at the moment.
Not really pretty, she nevertheless had -

a great attraction for men a fact which
she stoutly denied and her delicate
complexion, graceful figure and pretty,
well-dresse- d fair hair, made a more suc-

cessful whole than many a prettier girl
could boast of.

Her mother and herself, according to
their own account, lived on the pension
allowed to the widow and daughter of
a captain in the navy; but the shrewd
better halves of naval and military men
shook their heads and scouted the idea,
as they remembered the dainty gar-
ments, the pretty artistic rooms, and
the constant hospitality to all comers.
Their curiosity was, however, success-
fully baflled, and her acquaintances
never guessed to what straits Mrs.
Leigh was often reduced.

One person only knew the real st'ite
of affairs, and that person was Stephen
Langdon.

He was a lonely, unsociable man
when he made the Leighs' acquaint-
ance, with no belongings of his own,
and just enough of this world's goods
to scrape along on, his health not al-

lowing him to take up any profession.
Monica's bright smiles and ready inter-
est came like a gleam of sunlight into
his life, and, having taken him up be-

cause no one else did, she had ended by
feeling a sincere friendship for him.- -

On this bright summer day Mrs.
Leigh sat listening to the two in a more
than usually absent manner. Presently
a though'' seemed to strike her and she
asked:

"Is this man rich?"
T really do not know," answered

Monica, with whom such practical
questions weighed little. "He was
well-dresse- and talked of his horse,
and of shooting and yachting, so he can-
not be a pauper."

"That will be no drawback to his
charms," growled Stephen. "He must
be a bumptious, conceited cad to talk so
much about himself."

Monica turned indignantly upon him,
but at the same moment Sarah opened
the door, announcing "Mr. Grant," and
a pleasant-lookin- dark-brow- n sort of
a man entered the room.

"I am in luck to find you," he ex-
claimed, bowing over the hand Mrs.
Leigh extended to him. "You are cer-
tainly more comfortable here than in
the heat outside." He spoke in a low,
caressing voice, constantly smoothing
his thick mustache. "Miss Lcicrh, I
have brought the sketches you washed
to see, but I really had forgotten how
bad they were," and he handed Monica
a small dirty sketch-boo- k.

"How good of you to remember!'' she
answered, when she caught sight of
Stephen standing by.

"Let me introduce you," she said.
"My friend, Stephen Langdon Mr.
Grant."

The two men bowed, and then Grant
sat down by Monica to describe the
sketches, while Langdon planted him-
self before the fireless hearth. He noted
with growing wrath how attentively
Monica listened to Grant's descriptions,
and he could but acknowledge to himself
that the latter was by no means unat-
tractive. There was a sense of repose
about him, in his slow utterance and
gentle manner, that accorded ill with
his tales of an active adventurous life,
and made his hearers fsel that there
was more of him in know, and some-
thing that was worth the knowing.
Also the keen eye of jealousy remarked
how sweet was the smile that lit cp the
dark face from time to time, and with
what pleasure the kindly brown eyes j

rested upon Monica as she htnt ovtrtbe
ronirh drawing;.

v... .xwh

Grant. M? friend. Miss"1, Winton, naa
been a great traveler, aril I atatsuro
you would find many subjects In com-

mon. How shall-- we arrange? Sup-
pose you were to join us-a- t dinner to-

morrow, quite sans cerexnonie. Miss
Winton has promised to 'come, and I
should like you toknow each other."

Grant accepted )cagerly, and Lang-
don watching Monica sawfthat sho was
glad.

When Grant hadi disappeared, Monica
turned triumphantly to Langdon, say-
ing: "Now, Stephen, you cannot find
anything to say ajnunsv my latest
fancy! You muatoaeknowledge that he
is interesting and mice. I don't believe
you listened to aYword he said. You
really look as cross as two sticks"
this with a friendly pit on the shoul-
der. "Now, 1 must o and see if I can
find some ribbon to match my blue
dress. I want to wear it
and she rati gayly.out of the room.

Stephen stood looking moodily out
upon the sea, till, struck by the unusual
silence, he turned to look at his com-

panion, and was surprised to see her
with her handkerchief at her eyes.

"My dear Mrs. Leigh," he said, "are
you not well?"

"Well?" she said. "No, I am ill-v- ery

ill. The wicked i impertinence cf
the lower classes is getting serious! My
butcher came here this morning to able
for a sum of money, which I am un-

fortunately not able to pay just at pres-
ent. I told him this politely, and
added that in a very short time my
afTairs would be more settled, and that,
he should then be paid at once. Would
you believe that he simply raged, and
said he must have his money? Sarah
got him to go somehow, but 1 havo
been quite upset ever since. The m--

"VOU LOOK AS CROSS AS TWO STICKS."

gratitude! After I had lent his wife
books when she was ill, and evenywent
once to see her!"

Langdon looked grave.
"Can you not give him art of hi

money?" he asked. "That would keep
him quiet."

"Impossible, Stephen, quite impos-
sible. Monica must have a new hat.
The one she has is disgraceful."

Stephen, when he left that night,
slipped a sovereign into Sarah's hand,
though he knew that it would pay for
his rival's dinner on the morrow.

Six weeks later Monica Leigh and
Stephen Langdon stood on the cliffs,
deep in conversation. Langdon was once
more pouring out his love in hot, pas-

sionate sentences, and pressing Monica
to be his wife.

"The force of my love will teach you
how to love me, Monica!" he cried,
almost piteously. "What are you made
of that I cannot touch your heart?
The last time we spoke together you
almost, gave mo hope, and now yon seem
further oft than ever! What is it, that
has changed you? What has come be-

tween us?"
Then Monica answered gently:
"I have been wanting to tell you, Ste-

phen, but it was so difficult. Cuthbcrt
Grant asked mc to marry him j'ester-da- y,

and I have consented. But that
will make no difference tons, you know.
You will always be my dear friend and
brother."

"So my dream is at an end! The
more fool I to dream it! Look at me,
"Monica; you love this man? Ay, I see
you do! Then I suppose all that is left
to me is to wish you joy!" and he
laughed, miserabh-- .

Next morning Langdon visited Mrs.
Leigh at her own request and found
her radiant.

"1 suppose Monica has told you her
news, Stephen," was her greeting. "I
am more pleased than I can say. I have
made inquir'es and find that Cuthbcrt
is really quite rich. They are to Irs
married in a fortnight, as he is obliged

!

to sail for India tben, and wishes to
take his wife with him. And this is
what I wish to sec you about. I don't
want to be obliged to confess that I am
a little short of money before they arc
married it would be like asking him
to buy the trousseau. Will you lend
me sufficient to carry me over the wed-
ding? I ask you thin, knowing how-fon-

you are of my dear child, and look-
ing upon you in the light of a son!"

Langdon smiled; the farce of his
brotherly relationship was to be played
to the end. But Monica must not suf-
fer. She must o to her husband free
of obligation, and he gave a promise,
the fulfillment of which would leave
him beggared in means, as he already
wa in love.

A fortnight later, and Monica tood
on the threshold of her new life. Lzay-do- n

had gone through the wedding In a
dream, and suddenly awoke to Iccl
that the supreme moment hid come.
He must say "g&od-by,- " .nd she would
be gone forever.

"Steady: herf she comes"" he said In
himself, and met her

Frirndu?" she asked, brightly, look-
ing up at him.

"Always'" he answered, bravely,
though his head almost swam with the
efforv-a-nd she was gone' Then he
turned and fied, pcAsiag- - out of aer life
forever.
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IT IS IGNORANCE THAT WASTES
PPFnRT" TDclWCn CtTDAMTe iter? i.

SAPOLIO

EUROPE'S SOVEREIGN ORDElt.

That of S. .Icia ? Jr2m Secretly
Conferred o CrUwrViife.

The order'of St. Jhri'a5.orusaIcm,
or of Malt, wt;:cii h fu.itn;e:a c:-fcrr- ed

upon the English Cardinal
Vaughan, at Sorae. must not be con-

founded by Amettaac, readers with tho
masonic order of thx.simf ItirnI vrkish,
exists in thia, coantrjv I hss no possi-
ble connection thsroyrith. The crder
that the cardinal has recIvel is lha
onlv one in Europa which, is known as
a sovo-eig- order andwhich. is regard-
ed by the various courts aud govern-
ments of Europe as. an. independent
sovereignty, by virtue of which right
it maintains, duly accredited ministers
plenipotentiary and diplomatic repre-
sentatives at the court of Vienna and
&evcr.il ether continental courts. Pos-seis- cl

of immense revenues anwl vast
landed estates, the order is divided into
five l&agnes or branches, one of which
is in France, one iu Austria, one in En-
gland, cr.e in Italy and one in Spain.
At the kesd of each one of these
langues is a baili. or chief prior, who,
in the case of France, is the voting
du!te of Orleans, his deputy being the
duke de Moachy, of the illustrious
house of De Noaillcs, In order to be
long to the order it is necessary to
prove gentle blood on the paternal bide
for sixteen generations back, and on
the maternal side for eight generations

that is to say, gentle blood, untar-
nished by any plonian strain.

It is astonishing how few members.
I even of the grandest nobility of Europe,

itruuuic 10 iiuiui uiese cumuuoiis. anil
even the duke of Norfolk, the premie
Tir Cf t?ltf l?TltlCr ftfwt Krt Vifwl

j of the ndont blue-bloode- d house of
HowaKi :s debarred frnm niimj:nn tn
the order by reason of the mesalliance
of one of his ancestors. In England
there sare only some two hundred
knights of the order of St. John who are
entitled to wear it peculiar uniform,
which consists of a scarlet coat with
black or white facingb, according to
the rank of the knight in the order. On
the goldn capuIuU and on the buttons
arc embossed tho Maltese cross,

by crown of thorns. The
sword belt, too, is embroidered with a
golden crown of thorns. The trousrrs
are white with a broad goldstripe. The
hat is of the ordinary cocked specie),
adorned with short, blnck ostrich
feathers, and the mantel of the order Is
of black velvet lined with white satin
and with a large white cross on the left
shoulder. The budge of the order, worn,
around the neck appended to a black-ribbon-

ofmsistsof :i white, Maltese oros
surmounted by a crown, while iu the
four comers formed by the bars of the
cross are gold lions in the cose of the
Cnglish langue, lleur dt lis in that of
France and Spain, euglcs in that of
Austria and a Greek cross in that of
Italy. This is the one decoration in
Europe which cannot he conferred by
the favor of any sovereign, but which
can only be claimud as a right by those
wliose genealogical antecedents are in
strict uocordance with the requirements
of the statutes of the association. The
order constitutes a badge of blue blood,
and as such is antique in its kind and
regarded as a social brevet throughout
the old world. Philadelphia Press.
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STATEMENT
OfilieContlilion o! the

Wichita National Bank
aiade io llic Comptroller or Curren-

cy at tiie ('lu?cof litisiuCaSi
JJay 4th, 1S9X

IlKSOUHCEH.

Loans and DiHcouuta.,C2S,4S3..1C
Bonds and Stocks. . . 21,301.81
U.S. Bonds 50,000.00
Heal Estate 05,000.00
Duo from U. S 2.250.00
Overdrafts 1,180.18
Cash and Exchange. 215,86 L78

$984,080.28
LIABILITIES.

Capital 3250,000.00
Surplus .... 50,000.00
Undivided Profit... 1,774.35
Circulation 1 5,000.00
Uepoaita 087,31 LBS

$984,030.23
Correct, C. A. Walkxr Cashr.

DAVIDSON & CASE

John DaTidgon, 1'oinefir lnuiliermei
of BC'Jswick County.
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